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Gods well. She is always wanting something, and never
knows precisely what. The Gods love her pretty
indecision."

Kuo, resembling' a skeleton in a dirty robe, drew
closer. His mouth expanded into a sly smile, as if a
dry seed-pod had been suddenly split open by the
warm sunshine. {c A little money in advance," he
whispered, thrusting out his hand. " Alas, that so
few cash "should be associated with good works ! On
the day 6E the full moon and on the day of the new
moon I do excellent business, but I needs must live
on more than two days in a month."

San-Lang gave the priest money. (c Go," said he,
" rest your tongue that has been oiled too freely with
foolishness, and in future let it wag less frequently in
my company."

Kuo shuffled away with an obsequious bow and
joined his attendant in another room.

San-Lang went to the shrine of Kwanjin and
prostrated himself.  In the mellow light he saw her
faded garments. He saw, too, the beauty of her face
gleaming through the dust of ages, and the infinite
charity of her many extended arms. She who had
loved gave lovers forgetfulness and love's peace.
While she bestowed her ineffable balm, Kuo and his
assistant sat in the outer court. They were not look-
ing at the rice-fields in the valley, nor at the far-away
blue sea studded with jewels, nor at the mountains
that rose peak above peak before them. They were